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THE PILGRIM'S REST.

1 saw an aged Pilgrim,
Whose toilsome mareh was o'er,
With slow and painful slep
Approaching Jordan's shore ;
He first his dusty vestuent
And sandals cast aside,
Then, with an ait of transport,
" Fntered the swelling tide.

Ithought to seée him shudder,
As cold the waters rose,
And fenred lest o’er him surging,
The murky stream should close ;
But ealmly and unshrinking,
The billowy path he trod,
And cheered with Jesus' presence,
Passed o'er the raging flood,

On yonder shore to greet him,
I saw a shining throng ;

Somae just begun their praising,
Some hind been praising long ;
With joy they bade him welcome,
And sttuck their harps again,
While through the heavenly arches

Pecled the trivmphal strain,

Kow in a robe of glory,
And with a starry erown,
1 see the weary Pilgrim,

With Kings and Priests sit down ;
With Prophets, Patriarchs, Martyrs,
And Baints, a eountless throng,
He chaunts his great deliverance,

Ju never ceasing song.

The Widow’s Flirtation.
- [inuu THE BUSTON AMERICAN 'uui.o.s_jp
NANNIE NIXON.

——

A ““SURPRISE' STORY.

BY GAY SPANKER.

“ Where away this summer " ques-
tioned the elegant snd sristocratic Mrs.
Dent, of pretty litle widow Nixon.

e[ have not (he remotest idea,” was
the reply. * Baatoga is done to death
by the would be exclusives ; Newport is
give over 10 Codfish aristocracy, and it
gives we the cold chills to think of the
White Mountaine.””  And her pretty it
tle hands went lazily up inlo the air, ex-
pressive of the disdain of their mistrese
and then dropping listlessly back into her
1ap.

PNanuia Nigon, as she was called by
those who loved her, Mrs. Nixon, by
those who were uncquainted with her ex-
ternal natwre, and that fliing widow
Nixon, by those who envied, and conse-
quently hated her, was a piquant, indo-
lent, dimpled pet of & woman, whom all
the fluttery and deference of a two years'
queen on fashion's throne had not been
able to spoil, With the largest and
brownest of eyes, the fullest and reddest
of lips, and the sollest and goldenest of
curls, what wonder that the sirong, proud
heart of Jason Nixon melted in the sun-
light of ber charms, and gave its very
pulse up to an idolatry as new to him as
1} was sirange o her.

Nannie Wiley was born in the country,
among the bright and pleasant things of
pature, herself the brighiest and sweetesi
of all that surrounded ber. Life had
been to her a sealed book, except such
life us beamed before. her in the
birds, the blossoms, and the tall trees that
circled her country home. The autocrats
of fashionable life made ita nine days'
wonder, when the haughty, exclusive,
unimpreseible Jason Nixon appeared with
his wild-wood dower amongst them.—
T'he usual amount of discussion, dissee-
ting and pulling to pieces was indulged
in,which ended in a full and [ree admis-
sion to the mysteries of exclualve suciely.

Indolent and lazy s she, appeared at
times, there was something in the flash
of her wondrous brown eyes which warn-
ed intruders that she caulld be precty wide
awake if occasion required. These vcea-
sions were seldom, however, as but little
sniagonism characterised her happy life
until the first great trial came,—the death
of her noble husband Jason Nixon. This
event occurred during the third yoear of

her married life, and for a while seemed
to throaten her senses with ruin. But
natures like her'e, [rom the very intensity
of their suffering, soon overcome them,
The wildest tenipest soon exhausts itself,
and the fiercest fire soon burns itsell out,

At the time we find her, sho has forgoiten
the depth of her sorrow and has settled
down into the same childlike pet that she
was “before heg eyes were blinded with
gears, At ilietime we write of, hor great-
8t cora was, ** where shull T spend the
summer |**

To stay st home, notwithstanding the
AQuantity of great shadowy rooms, appeal-
ing to her indolence, and whispering how
.much happier and oogier she would be
under her own roof, was more than she,
sutocrat though she wae, would dare to
do! Why didn't Madsme Palmetto the
Jeader of all that aspired 10 style; the or-

the vox populi in upper tendom, why
dida't she give up her vrincely palace of
a dwelling, furego the large cuo! parlars ;
the convenient luxurious chambers ; the
heartwealth of a conservatory full of blos
soms; the dreamy splashing of fountains,
and all the appearances which go 10 muke
up perfect bliss at home, for the sake of
a seven-by-nine prison af same watering
place, and the society of a crowd of peo-
ple for whom she cares just s little as
they did for her! And should she turn
renegade ! should she rebel? No! oh
no! she 'might commit almost any other
enormity ; she might patronize, or con.
fess n dislike for Ltalian Opera, or even
recognize some distinguished author in
reduced circumstances ! but to make her-
sell comfortable in her own way, thal
would be unheard of, unpardonable attro-
No! go sbe musi—but where 1=~
It was the subject of her thoughts long
afier the depaiture of her [riend Mrs.
The summer wus already upon
ber, and the warm, [ragrant air came
pleasantly in through the heavy vines
which curtained her windows.
should she go? To the conntry ? Why
not I Justthen, her heait was going out
in yearning love to the old home among
the Hampshire Hills! She would go
there, but the violel had long been bloom-
ing over the brensts of all she loved in
For want of more aclive
employment, she took up the morning
paper and began sindying its conlents.

T'here was no use in denying it—she
had grown weary of the conventionalities
of eircles in which she moved, 1t was
artificial ; it was untrue ; it sought its
own sggrandisement at the expense of
othera : it was utledy cold, fulse and
caleulating ; it was selfish, hypoeritical
and tlime serving! it wos unsubstantial,
unsatisfaetory in every " respoot |
longed to escape from its trammels ; she
longed for peifuet freedom [rom ite re-
quirements ; she had grown tired of the
perpetual restraint she was subjecied to;
the perpetual espionage she was undergo-

city !

Dent.

that loeality.

ing.

not reach me, I

of it

Not that I hian

« | don't care !
very much !

nele in all matters of tasto and etiquatte ;

Her business
lucky old fellow,

+ Oh for one quiet summer in'the coun-
try,"” she murmured, * where the flippe
ry and insincerity of artificial life could

Teigho."

Widow Nixon, petted, feted and car-
ressed as she was, was evidenly indul.
ging in a fit of  ennui. She had just
enough of fashionable’life to become die-
gusted with its heartlessness.

“ And afier ali,”" she continued as if
speaking her thoughts unconsetously.

“ After all, if it wasn’t for fine houses,
big parties, eplendid dresses, and the
where with all to carry it out who would
take the trouble 1o tell me [ am pretuy —
though it must be confessed I'm not the
worst looking little woman in the worll,”
und her bright eyes instinctively sought
the mirror opposite. ** 8ill T am tired
The compliments gf the men are
fulsome and disgusting. T don’t like
them—and as for the women, I can see
through them without the aid of specta.
cles—smart as they think themselyes,—-

se them,

kaows that next to being dangerously fus-
cinaling to the opposite, sex, handsome
dress, or, & more tasieful bonnet, are
criminalities not to be overlooked. I
would like to try it. If I only knew how,
I would like 10 make all my friends think
1 had suddenly become poor—lost every-
thing—hadn't a cent to my name,
a mischievous smile broke up through a
pair of exquisite dimples, and displaying
a set of smoll white teeth that lovked like
pearls in their crimson selling.

«1 think 1 can see the grave severe
fece of Mrs. Dent, and hear her expres-
sione of condolence coming from a heart
full of triumph ; and {he Goldznby's and
‘the Shackfords's and those queen West
gitle,  Ohif I only could! I wonder,"
The smile vanished from her face, and
in its stead came an expression as near
melancholly as the bright nawre of her
features would allow.

“Take care, prelty one!
Earle is only ‘mortnl, nnd it is barely pos-
sible that the hundred thousand charms,
he sees in your excellent little self would
vanish with the loss of your hundred
thousand dollars,” so whispers policy.—
I do love him—oh ! so
I do believe in him.
think if in reality instead of jest, I were
to lose my all, he would still be to me
the strong, true, and noble lover, and as I
hope in time, husband which I have ever
thought him,” o answered affection, but
the pretty widow was not satisied.

The more she thought of it, the more
she desired to put his love to the tesl.—
The many failures of the season had so
far destroyed the confidence of the pub-
lie, with regard to mercantile arvange-
ments that it wes no difficult matler to
set the most improbable s
was well known that throngh the failure
of a large firm, widow Nixon had sus.
tained some (rifling loss,

No one knew how much, and having
made up her mind to have some fun out
of her summer excursion, it required no
great art to set the proper ball in motion.

'ﬁi}.‘:f&?’mnm

Where

She

Every body

"

and

William

Ido

adrift, It

entered at once into hér scheme, and was | o

invaluable in circulating the news,

Bad news flies fast, and before the day
upon- which the news of widow Nixon's
losa became town (alk was over, Maria
Dent, her face hot and flushed, rushed in-
to her mother's parlor and flong herself
exhausted upon the sofa.

“ Giverme that fan!—doma! I'm so
plad--sorry I mean, I do believe I shall
faint,”

* You are very ladylike, Maria, T must
sny,”" said Mrs. Dent in a tone of great
displeasure,

“Don't talk of ladylike now ; forgra-
cious sake don't! Ladylike! yes! That
good for nothing flirting widow Nixon
was ladylike, wasn't she? 1'm glad of
it; oh I'm 8o glad of it. ‘There was no-
body like the widow Nixon! It was
the widow Nixon here, and widow Nixon
there, and widow Nixon wore this, and
widow Nixon said that; oh aunt I'm so
glad !

* Maria!"

“ 1 don'teare,Tam! There wasn'ta
fullow in town who was worth having,
that she didn't manage to hook some
way or other."

“ Murial"

“ I'm sure, I'm better looking than she
ever dared to be--with her big blue eyes,
and blowsy red hair"

“ When my daughter regains her sen-
ses, and can explain 1o her mother the
meaning''=—

* Widow Nixon's a pauper, that's the
meaning—somebody has been speculating
on her money, so she says, and has lost
itall, that's the meaning ; she'll have to
come down off’ ber high horse and visit
where she belongs, that's the meaning.—
['m glad ofit,” and she flonnced out of
the room, in anything but a respectful
manner. She was &oon on her way (o
communicate her (idings 1 as many of
widow Nixon's dear five hundred friends
as she could conveniently visit in one
day.

Never Lad there been such a sudden
and uncontrollable desire for street exer-
cise in upper tendom, as on the day of
widow Nixon's failure. Many and vari-
ous were the opinions given and received
with regard to the position in life ghe'd
be likely to take.

# She never wos exaclly one of ws,"”
simpered silly Mrs, Poplin, “You know
Jason Nixon margied her from a poor,
and people do say, vulgar family, married
her for her beauly itis said. Such (aste?
she wasn't my style in the least."” And
Mrs, Poplin’s turn up nose tried its best
to get u glimpse of those bold black eyes
abont it.

* For my part," whispered Mrs, Del-
mar, “ it won't do for me to recognize
her. Such stories, my dear;” and her
fat shoulders came surging into sight dis.
playing in her indignity considerably too
much of & gond thing in tke way of bust.
¢ When did you hear such wonderful
stories, and what are they !" questioned
old Mrs DPgnrose.

“ What are they? T ean't begin to
tell what they are. Her husband hadn’t
been dead three months when she was
out riiog with old Barlow—everybody
knows that!"

* Old Barlow, yes!
enormity truly."
“'T'hen at the Calico Bull, why I wae
ashamed for her, the way she did go on
with John Nixon, and for the matter of
that, I couldn’t make up my mind which
she was selting her eap for, John or bis
father.”

“ Umph! Jobn Nixon was her lus:
band's cousin | believe, and his father his
uncle " and Mrs. Penrosy glared over
her spectacles at her companion, ** Il is
singular you never discovered her to be
so dangeronsly wicked till she needed
your sympathy. I am a plain spoken
woman as you all know. Widow Nixon
was sweet, pretly, unaffocted, and child
like when she fiist came amongst us.—
If she wanted \® laugh she laughed, and
lnuf ose il she had wanted to cry, she
mmtlJ have dono the same without fear
or favor. If she met with agreeable tom-
panions she saw no harm in chatting free-
ly and ngrecably with them. Bhe was
popular with the men, and so of course
unpopular with the women. You ean
all do as you like ; I shall call upon her
this very day, and il she chooses tomake
her home with me Lill thiogs change
with her, she shall be weloome as the
flowera in May, no one of whicl is sweat-
er or pretiier than hersell."

And having said her say, ahe deliber-
stely folded her spectacles, glared around
upon her silent auditors and murched
straight out of the room to [ulfill her pur-
pose of visiting poor widow Nixon. Ma.
ny conversations of the above nature were
indulged in among the widow's (riands.
Some blamed her, some censured her, but
few there were to pity, and less to offer
her their counienance or prolection in her
extremity.

And where wes William Earle ?

To sny that the news of Widow Nix.
on's loss of property had not shocked
and annoyed him, would be to say that
which is not true, To say that he did

Her agent. An

pretiy widow, lay in the possession of an

‘but for what it could do for him in the

and-inelinatin, were equally-un-
true. Norhad the pretty widow viewed
it in a true light, do | hink for a moment
that she would have censured him for
what seemed o her, his vacillating tem-
perament, or have despised him, as she
thought she did, but didn’t for bLis cold
bloodedor ealeulating spirit.
William Earle was neither cold-blooded
nor caloulating, even though he did take
the little eternity of two days und a half,
to consider upon what he supposed to be
his duty. ‘Though bearing one of the
oldest names, and descended from one of
the oldest families, his ohief claim vpon
the high-bred cireles in which moved  the

intellect of rare and ponderous capacily.
As lawyer, essayist, and speaker, he had
already made his mark smong the great
ones of genius, and the future lay bright
before him.

That he loved the Widow Nixon with
all the fervorof a true and high-souled
man, [ believe, siill, if the wrath must be
told, he had sometimes cast his eye frum
her pretty persun, to the wealth laying
at her disposal—not for the sake of wealth

way of advanecement, and of making him
more wortliy of her own sweet self.

I think the widow hud had her suspi-
cions of the fact before venturing upon
the proposed experiment ; be that as it
may, her indignation knew no bounds,
when hour after lour, and day after.day
elapsed without bringing him to console
her, and when be did come, you may
be suie his reception was not of the most
brillisnt nature.

He told ber, manfully and truly, that
he had been counting the cost between
the loss of her affection, and the winding
up of dreams of ambition, which must
fade, if he had not (he pecuniary means
of building up his fame and populsrity.
“You ure very kind, and L am obliged
to you for your decision in my favor,”
was lhe reply of the widow, (o his bonest
confession, and never had her liearl, or
her tones been #o icy cold before.
“But you don't understand—you don’t
peiceive—"" he hastened to say.
“0, yes; you are kind enough to
forego future distinetion; to let yoursell
down to my level; to take me, even
though 1 have not the one thing needful,
upon which you were intending to climb
into greatness, I ought to be proud of
the honor, but T am afraid [ nm not grate-
ful enough for the tremendous sacrifice.
I wish you a very gond day,” and with
alow and moeking courtesy, the offended
widow swept Irom the room,
#“Well, I've done it cleverly ; I've put
my foot in it, Confound her, what does
she want to be so proud for? Pride and
poverty—pride and poverty ! The old
story! 1'll have her yet! Tormenting,
bewitching; how clever she is; how
bright, erisp, saucy, if you will. Why,
there's not & girl in town but what is as
insipid as stale beer, by the side of ber
flashing wit. O, I, must have her; she
can't cut me in this way. I'll follow her
to the end of the earth, but what 1'll find
her. 1 was fuolish to be so candid ; wo-
men always like to thivk there is nothing
but their ewn dear selves allractive about
them. I may as well go home; she
won't come back while I'm here, that's
sure. Bul this evening ; only let me see
her once more, and | will marry her on
the spat, and trast to luck for the future.”

“Will you1" laughed the mischievous
widow, who had not gone so far but
that she heard his solilnquy, *‘will you?
we'll see, If you eyer do marry her,
you will pay dearly for her first,” and
as William Enrle sauntered thoughilully
down the etreet, Widow Nixon set about
preparing her trupk for an immediale
fliting.

[(cONCLUSION NEXT WEEK. ]

e X S ———

InteresTine Incinest.—The Phila-
delphia Presbyterian gives the following
incident, which occurred during the re-
cent visit to that city of Rev, Mr. Waldo,
late, chaplain to Congress : *Mr. Waldo
was invited by the Chaplain of be United
States Naval Asylam to preach there to
the officers and sailors. He gave his
hearers an sble and instruclive discourse
taken from St Luke, viii.24: ‘And they
came 1o him and awoke him, saying Mas-
ter, Master, we perish ! 'T'hen he arose
and rebuked the winds and the raging of
the waters; and they ceused, and there
wis a calm,” At the conclusion, he re-
matked that he had preached that very
sermon FORTY-FIVE YEARS ago, on board
the frigate Constitution in 1812, then un«
der the command of Commodore Hull ;
and he had a curiosity to know whether
amongst his present  hearers they were
any who were then on thatship. If there
ware such, he would be plessed if they

the Governor of the lam, eame for-

that time.

not struggle long and hard between ne-

Hiterature,

jump to open the door tor half blind

would make themselves known to him.—
Afer the servioes, Commodore Stover,

ward and told Mr, Waldo that he himsell
wad & midshipman on the Constitution at
Three old tars then came
forward and took the old venerable man

Sciouct,

, b

STEUBENVILLE, 010, WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 13, 1838,

‘Tnteresting Mic

Polite Children.
It is particularly pleasing to meet with
polite childien. We like their soft +please.”
cordial ‘thank you," and hearty ‘yes sir.’
We like 10 sée them pick up mama’s
glove, hand papa's hat and cane, and

grandma, who is feeling with shaking
hands after the knob.

. Their politeness is perhaps the more
agreeable because we do not alwuys ex-
peetit. We expect grown people 1o be
polite, but knowing how forgetlul, care-
less, und inattentive children are, we are
not surprised, and do not condemn them,
if they do nol always exhibit this most
agreeable quality, DBut when they do we

elways npotice it, and remember it with

pleasute.

I happened to be travelling a little dis.

tance vn a freezing day, acd entered the
lady's room at a depos, shivering with
cold, for in my anxiety lo keep baby
warm, & pin in my shawl had escaped its

fastening, and | wanted 1o replace it—-
But my pin<ball wasin my poeket which
was filled with toys and bon-bons, (we
had “been to Chrisimas,”") and with

bundled up baby, gloves, and cold fingers,
was allogether ingcceseible. 8o if my son
al my side had noi got one, 1 musi do as
1 could without it. Now, his pin-ball
was in another pocket,

There were only three little girls in the
room (perbaps ten years old,) sitting op-
posite to us, and as [ drew my shawl
closely around me and moved a litile
nearer the glowing anthracite, thinking
of the value of & bit of sharpened and
headed wire, I saw the liule girls pass a
hand over the front part of their dresses,
look at each other, and shake their heads.
The next moment oue of them stepped
ocross and handed me a pin, (she must
have taken it from a meeded place,) say

ing, in a very sweel lone,

“Here is one, il you please.”

“I'hank you, dear,” I cordially replied,
accepting it; and as she resumed her
seat, the other litile girls were equally
pleased for the same kindly motion sway-
ed each little heart,

It was a very trifling act, but whenev-
er [ recall the politeness of those little
stranger girls, I think of the beautiful
definition that somehody gives (o polite-
ness, It is this : **Z'rue polilences con-
sists in doing the kindest thing in the
very kindest way.— Morning Star.

Wiskey AND NewspAPERs. —A glass
of whiskey is munufactured from perhaps
# dozen grains of mashed corn, the value
of which is oo small to be estimated.—
A pint of this mixture sells at retail for
one shilling, and if of a good brand, is
considered by all consumers well worth
the money. Itis drank off in a Wminute
or two—-it fires the birain, rouses the pas-
sions, sharpens the appelite, derangos,
and weakens the pbysical system. It is
gone, and swullen eyes, parched lips are
its followers. On the same ‘side-board
upon which this is served, liea n newspa-
per, thé new white paper, of which costs
three-fourths of a cent—the composition
fora whole edition costing from twelve
to fifteen dollars per day. It is covared
with half a million types; it brings in-
telligence from the four quartefs of the
globe, it has in its columns all that is
strange or new at home ; it tells you the
state of the markets ; gives accounts of
the last elopement, of the execution of
the last muiderer, and the latest steam-
boat explosion or railroad disaster; and
yet, for all this, the newspaper costs less
than a glass of grog, the juice of a few
grains of corn, [t is no less sirange than
true, that there are n large portion of the
community who think the corn juice
cheap and the newspapers dear, and the
printer has work to colleet his dimes,
while the liquor dealers are paid cheer-
fully,

How i this ? the body a better pay-
master than the head, and are the things
of eternity ¥ Is the transient tickling of
the stomach of more eonsequence than
the improvement of the soul, and the in-
formation (hat is essential to a rational
being? If this has its real value, would
not the newspaper be incomparably more
to be prized than strong drink 1—Ez.

Avs Firep Mgax.—A funny Story is
told of & man who stole a five dollar bill
out in Indiana. Tn order to lessen the
crime, his counsel endeavored to prove
that the pote was not worth five dollars,
it being at o discount, The prosecutor
sail he knew the prisoner was the mean-
est man in the State, but he did not think
he was so all-fired mean as not to be wils
ling to stesl Indiana money at par,

ceremony, and while hesitaiing, the

were then boys on that ship,

of God by the hand and told him they

Bl

A% A young gitl in Detroit put the
figare fonrteen in her boots, the other
day, and then went before a justice of
the peace with her Loy lover, and mude
oatn that she was “over' that sge. The
justice hesitated to perform the marriage

R
rents of both the childven' entered I:lu
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o Hard Caso,
Poor people have a bard time in this
liwle world of -ours. Even in matlers of
religion there in a vast difference between
Lazarus and Dives, as the following an-
ecdote, sent us by a iriend, will illustrate:
“Old Billy G had attended a great
revival, and, in common with many oth-
ers, he was converted and baptized. Not
many weeks afterwurds, one of the neigh-
bors met him reeling home from the court-
ground with a considerable brick in his
liat. **Helln, Uncle Billy,"” said the friend
“I thought you had joined the church 1"
“So [ did,'" unswered Uncle Billy, ma-
king a desperate effurt to stand still—''so
[ did Jeems, and wonld have been a good
Baptistif they dadn't treated me so ever-
lastingly mean at the water. Didn’t you
hesr sbont i, Jeems?” *Never did."
“Tlien 'l tell yon 'bout it. You see,
when we come to the baplizing place,
thar was me wnd old Jenks, the rich
'Squire, was to be dipped at the same
time. Well, thé minisier tuck the squire
in fust, but I didn't mind that much, as 1
thought it would be just about as good
when I cum ; so he led him in, and sfter
dipping him under, he raised him up
mighty keerful, and wiped his face and
let him go out. Then cum my turn, and
instead of litting me out like he did the
'Squire, he guve me one slosh, and left
me crawlin’ about on the botiom like a
d d mud wrtle !”

Young Men.

Ilove to look upon a young man, =
There is a hidden potency concealed with-
in his breast which charms and pains me.
I silently ask : What will that youth ac-
complish in after life?  Will he take rank
with the benefaclors or scourgers of bis
race T Will he exhibit the patriotic vir-
tues of Hampden and Washington, or the
selfish eraftiness of Benedict Arnold ? If
he gave genius will he conseerate it, like
Milton and Monigomery, (0 humnnity
and religion ; or like Moore and Byron,
to the polluted altars of passion? If he
have mercantile skill, will he employ it
like Astor, 1o gratify his lust of wealth, or
to elevate and bless humanity, like some
of our merchant princes ? If the gilt of
eloquence be hidden in hie undeveloped
soul, will be use it like Summerfield, in
favor of religion, or like Patrick Henry
or Adams, in battling for human rights;
or will he, for mnmon's sake prostilute
that gift to the use of tyranny and infidel-
ity 1~ Will that immortal soul, which
beams with intelligence and power in lns
countenance, ally itself with its Creator
and thus rise fo the sublime height of
destiny ; or will it wage war with truth
and duty, and thus sink to degradation
and death?  Asl raise theso great que-
ries, I al once do reverence lo the high
potentiality of his nature, and tremble for
his fate.— Daniel Fise.

Dressixe Tue Ham.—It has been
sscertained by a writer in one of the
London magazines, that, so far from ils
being true thal oils and pomalums increase
the lustre of the hair, theie effects is to
diminish that polish which it naturally
possesses ; while, whatever gloss they
may give to the hair, which is natarally
dull, is false, and, like all other falsities,
Cisgusting.  Absolme cleanliness, b

means of water alone, to commence, fol-
lowed by brushing in the direction of the
hair itself, in & dry state, is the f(rue
method of giving to the hair,all the pol-
ish of which it is susceptible; and it is
the effect of oils of ull kinds to disturb or
injure this, to say nothing of the disgust
and recessaryslirtiness of greasy hair.—
It is the effect of oils, also, to prevent it
from curlingj and this object is most
effoctually atimined  without artificial
means, by curling it when wet, and suf-
fering it to dry in that state. And as it
happens that almost all hair has a tenden-
ey tocurl in one direction rather than
another, it is useful to study that tenden-
oy, 80 as to conform 10 it in the artificial
flexure given.

Ruxxive Dowy Wind Horsgs,~~The
Mexicans sometimes reserve an old stud
in native wldness, for the purpose of 1.
ring down a band of Mustangs. ‘They
stuff a suit of clothes with tules, and then
tie il in an erect position on his back, and
when a band of mustangs is discovered
he is turned loose. _
ing flight, seeks the band: tley see him
reoming, apparently with a rider on his
buck, and away they go, he aller them—
wondering why they fly away so rapidly
from his presesce.  His native signals are
all useless, they heed them not—they see
the figute o his back--anxious fearslond
swiftness to his speed ; siraining his aine
ews for a determined effort, he rushes af-
ter them with the pace of the wind, urged
on by all the fury of revenge. The Mex-

up by unling
ger, they rus
sweeping lariat deconds over the
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The stud with strain-

cans aré keenly watehing the. race, and | fast
m.&.q.:hnis,; llur:r in nearly w '

a imaginary -.
i.:a: fresh horses, and the |
hends | is
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‘They are invariably late: t
they invarisbly have to'jump for y
are going upon a uteambnmh -
thing with these e is put off wol

the Inst moment and then if the:
‘rlemoved they stand & eapilal”
umping overboard in atilempting,to’
upon the deck after the paddie . m;‘hﬂw
have commenced revolving.  If the:boat

started an hour Inter, it would “the
same to them, for they woulll juit s
inevibly be be behind e, s ey

up or down a little too late to take

cool and comfortable. “Phese late peoy
have to stir their stumps ot be ,hﬁf,"ﬁf-
hind when they have steamboats or rail-
road cars (0 deal with ; butthey age the
bane of the existence of punetusl persons
with whom they have dealings, sod who
hsve no recourse in the way o zwpm‘
a big bell or blowing upon-a stesm-whie-
tle to hurry up the delinguent Kieventh
Hour men., One procrasiinating, o
will derange the best lsid plans of. hun-

he wastes hours for others in his'di:
for minutes.

EramA T B
Mr Oavstic.—Mr. Caystic is, seyers
in his business transactions, kis will is
law, he is the standard; aad if I have
any affair with him, T slways dréad ‘vie
encounter, if | am conscious that T differ
from him in opinion, There is ao Jon
suffering, no **forbearing in love™ wi
him. He is liberal on his way, very; he
is Kind-hearted, in his way; is l'ﬁ*lly
honest and upright, and obeys all “laws
but the law of love. His home relations
do not tend to sofien his characier, and
lie is very keen to Jetect errors and short
comings. Ho has a very high standard——
for others. He abhors hypoerisy,” and,
in judgiag of men, of professing christians
especially, does not discriminate between
defects in religion itself and faulta of
character in spite of their religion. Ho»
sea, iv, 8: “They eat up the sin of my
people.” Ps, xiv, 4: "Tlni'm up my
people as they eat bread.” Mr. Caustio
considers a profession of religion no guar-
antee of honesty ; indeed, he would al-
most sooner (rust a man who makes no
profession, Alas! that there should be
any just ground for such an norueation.
il{nlkllr. Catllic knows better than this
e knows that hypoerisy is nof Wﬂl.
and the very cnunurl'eityshoﬂ the value
of the genuine, or it would not be worth
counterfeiting. Mr, Cauvslic knows so
well what is right, he sees so clearl
what is consistent or inconsistent wi
christian character, that | long to see him
set us the example of perfection. He is
80 keen 1o detect failings, let' him avoid
them all. T am tired of being shown
only the "dark side of the pieture, snd
would gladly have a bright example of
consistent christian life. |Iave we not a
right to expect it from Mr, Caustic?

Orariry.—I have been you ow
I am old, and as I stand l:el'o:f légdn’to-
night, T declare that nothing DUliave evee
given in charity is regret Oh no it
is the riches we keep thai perish, /that we
give away abides with us forever ; it jm-
presses itsell on our eternal destiny ; for
the habit of charity formed in this life wilf
occompany us to the mext. (The' ' bud
which begins to open here will bloomyin
full expansion hereafier, to-delight, the
eyes of ungels and beaulily the paradise
of God.—Dr. Noit. ' S

prvee

Cizaxe AnD Eno.—The Siamese twits
were taken down to Louisville'the  other
Jlay 1o be thown there. The showmen
who had chargo of them gave the con-
ductor but one ticket for the two, ‘The
conductor demanded two liciql'lr as they
were two persons. He replied thut they

(.Londucwr m!u;l b;hn a‘noih;.; ! Spid the
shawman, **1 bought the ti . Eng.
Chang ean take care of biuul}: {st:.:u
put bim off the ears," 'x.‘culnau
not go off withont Eng, whose ticket wis
paid for, the conductor submitted with as
good garce s he mld.—ﬁ@.fn.

Ricues Nor Hairrivess.< Nate

Stephen Girard 6f Philadélphis, ‘when
nurrolml(llcd b'liﬁkim‘m l.'. and
au ed Lo ug supreme o L
iupr;’umulaﬁon. wrote this. t%nr‘
“As to myself, I live like agally slave,
constantly ocenp often

the night without AI‘:EI.,
upin a laby-rinth of sffairs, w
with cares. 1 do not value |

ol I

aent them home to bed.

office, spanked the idolescent rogues, and

of the tired mustange.—[ Mariposa
ocrat, i X 3
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dreds, by failing to come up to lime, and "y .

sn_glﬂl 4

liad never yot bought more (han omes=
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